ONE IS ONE AND ALL ALONE
my approach was wrong; I thought then I had got hold of a Litde
Slice of Tragedy.
I cannot remember the title of my other opus on the Waiferage
theme, though I do remember that it was commissioned to star
a dancer who could not act; it went on tour and I am still
owed £5 on it. The heroine was called Fanchette; she was one
of those litde-dancers-on-the-streets-during-the-French-Revolution
waifs, and I can best describe it in the words of that amateur play-
wright whom we all know too well (though her play is eternally
about Marie Antoinette): "Well, the curtain goes up, you see, and
they're all in an inn, you know, a French inn, you know, somewhere
near the coast, and a lot of them are sitting round a table plotting,
and a man keeps on coming in called Fran?ois, but he's not in the
plot so they all stop . . ."
In my one-act play was a young aristo condemned to die ("Vive
la Guillotine!") and Fanchette loved him, though of course he
had never noticed her because he loved the Comtesse de something,
and there was a Pardon and they were afraid it wouldn't come in
time (funny about those Etheked-the-Unready pardons!) and
Fanchette had to dance before the Governor—and all round him—
until it did come, even if it was ever so! She danced and danced
and danced (attagirl!) and the Governor's eyes were simply bulging
till at last the property coconut-shells brought the Pardon
(thundering hooves off-stage, and foam-flecked flanks, also off-
stage) and poor little Fanchette sank exhausted to the ground,
fainting or dying, I forget which. She had served him, she was
forgotten, nobody cared . . .
* Can I have been taken to see "The Only Way" ? You bet.
Four times; my favourite play; until at sixteen I was strongly
influenced by the Ibsen-Yeats-Maeterlinck School of fantasy, to
write a drama in three acts: "Maid o* the Moors". This time my
heroine was one of the not-quite-a-mortal-not-quite-a-fairy kind,
who has to follow when she hears certain tunes coming nearer
and nearer over the hills, and during thunderstorms is furthermore
compelled to jettison her shoes and stockings and outer petticoat,
and dance wildly in the dawn and in the moonlight and in the long
grass, until her weird fate is fulfilled ... I could not know how
faithfully I was anticipating "Mary* Rose", only placing it on the
rocky shores of Cornwall instead of the rocky Hebrides. And
instead of the young Naval Officer, fofthright and honest, I pro-
duced a Cornish fishing-lad, Rollo, eqoa% forthright and honest
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